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It Is a Shining Day 


It is a shining day 

Which Incarnate Compassion 
Upon the gleaming stainless 
Needles of the pines 

Within a breathless sky 

A panic of sight 

Delights these breathing 
Pictures assembled out 

Of nursery books 

In formation here 

Giggling together 

And pointing each 

Children pointing 

Smirking 

Stubby fingered 

With their feet 

And with their shouting 
Pointing 

With their rolling 

Leaping climbing 

Pointing with their guardians 
Whose wings are pointing 
Through a blueful sky 

And arcing with the Presence 
Of the Pointed To. 


How Is It That 


How is it that 

This being desires expression 
And yet denies. 

If self is seeing self 

Then whence this longing 
Infernal heat? 

The bush remains intact 
Amidst devouring flames 

And something we may look upon 
Screams out unanswered cries, 
“Who is this then 

Looking from these eyes 
Speaking from these lips 
Sensing light or dark 

Wind or rain 

Touch upon this skin?’ 

And if illusions—mere reflections 
Face to face in some dark glass 
Then whence this longing 
Flame consuming 

Which denies annihilation? 
Shall we strike 

Each word for ‘‘Love’’ 

From each page 

Each volume made? 

Shall we change 

Our speech and say 

In reverence no longer, 

“The heart demands it so?’’ 


Whose Eyes are These? 


Whose eyes are these 

Pregnant with a trillion children 
Encompassing the constellations 
Raging through my soul 

Turning over tables 

And driving out the money changers? 


So pure 

That all my paradigms dissolve 
Bringing forth a challenge 

To my meek assertion 

That by merely naming stars 

By counting, measuring, labeling 
Their elements, distance, gases 
| hold their essence in my palm 
As though | knew for sure 

That stars could only 

Manifest themselves 

In realms | see. 


Three Clocks 


There are three clocks 
and a watch 
In our bedroom. 
| believe | must hear them all. 
My wife is asleep. 
The cat sits in an open window 
And the wind promenades 
white curtains 
Through the room— 
Dancing spirits attending 
The door of entrance. 
The full moon dances 
with them also— 
Her garments flow with theirs. 


The whispering trees 
Announce the presence filling 
Corners, ceilings, walls— 
Mother, Father, Sister, Brother, 
All but neither 

Waking, sleeping with me 

In the night. 


Night Driving 


Swiftly as | move 

Upon my meteoric way 
Flashing four times faster 
Than a runner racing time 

In memory or premonition 
Gathered into now 

Staring into space: 

Binary stars approach 

The wind trails— 

A comet's tail— 

And they are gone 

Shapes huge and black 

Stand sentinel by the way 
Mere inches from destruction 
My eyes cling to the line 

| am on the straight and narrow. 


| like to think the cherubim stand guard 
Beside my whirling wheels 

While eyes of white and red and green 
Stare up into my face 

And the daylight which | carry with me 
Running on ahead 

Calls back the necessary data. 


In dreams | seem to follow on 
Through depths of night 
Until | find my home. 


Balance 


O let your subtle balance, 

Find a fulcrum in my heart, 

In moderation, yet not lukewarm, 
Extend to every part: 

A heavenly wheel revolving, 

In this earthly realm revealed, 

With no shadow of turning, the axis, 
In my heart forever sealed. 


Voices Among the Trees 


A star a sapphire 
Glitters 

On an arthritic finger 
Of crepe myrtle 
Arms extended 
Stretching moonward 
Preoccupied 

With yearning spells 
Of lunar inspiration 
Swaying to the waltz 
Of rustling leaves 
Eerie incantations 
Responding 

To the moontides 

In the wind 
Applause 

Of countless 

Rebel spectres 

By some great unseen sea 
They stand 

Unable to begin 

Or end 

Locked upon 

A predetermined 
Chain 

Of errancy 

Their laughter now 
As clatter 

Of dead leaves 
Ready to fall 

Into the scattering wind. 


“We the lonely 
We the hopeless 
We the multitude 
Of the heartless 
We are strangers 
To compassion 
We companions 
Of illusion 

Deaf to melody 
Blind to beauty 
With no sense 
Of love nor duty 
Give us your soul 
By this gaunt tree 
And join our grand 
Cacophony.” 


The crashing wave 
Of chaos fades 

Into shadowy 
Landscapes 

As the feet 

Begin again to step 
Upon the stones 
Thrown out 

As beams of light 
Onto the path 

Into the night 

And lips are drawn 
To whistling stance 
Notes are sounded 
Against the dark 

And as it parts 

The song proceeds, 
‘“‘Shew me Thy ways, 
Teach me Thy paths.’ 


A Repentance 


Pardon me for being less than what a son should be; 

| fear I’ve failed you in so many ways. 

The “‘real’’ and the ‘‘ideal’’ are stationed at opposing 
gates; 

Ihey never meet except in bitter gaze. 


From without the gates, it appears desolate in between, 
But once inside, the illusion fades away, 
So let us leave that company, and frolic on the green— 
In the middle of the garden, let us play. 


It Was Winter 


It was winter when we touched 

Our hearts ravaged by the cold fire 

Our eyes alone engaged in an alien desire 
Ilumining the familiar 

With a light of newborn sight— 


The landmarks disappear in such a light— 
Our kiss as clean as snow 

Not touching lips but hearts 

Embraced in gaze (and thus) 

We command the definitions 

Of ‘‘together’’ and ‘‘apart’’: 


‘“‘Obey our stark command 
You are joined together now 
Never to be sundered yet again.”’ 


As two join one 

That being is the ecstacy 

For which we lust 

Our limbs are meager mockeries 
Of this grasping of the heart. 


This Desire 


This desire is reaching 

Like the waves which leap on the sea; 
It strains with eager ears 

Toward an ancient melody; 

This desire is consuming 

Like a mountain of fire it burns 

This desire is the archetype 

Of all other desires in their turn: 


To know You. 


For Joe 


When last we spoke 
Your eyes were speaking ‘‘yes’’ no longer 
Though your breath by teeth and tongue 
Was forming affirmations 
So as not to tip the trembling scales 
And leave me... 
in the grasp of that cold dread 
The crushing possibility 
of ultimate nihility. 
“Aw, it'll all work out,’’ you said 
‘It always does, ya know.”’ 
But the vacuum in your eyes 
Was whispering, ‘‘no’’. 


So you have cut the moorings loose 

Without an oar, a sail, a tiller 

And floating out upon 

The shifting mass of relativities— 

We strain to hope you saw the whole 

As some unfathomable Absolute— 
Abandoned yourself to those invisible currents 
Which carried you 

To that essential island 

Which no man is. 


Morning 


Leafless stand the tall gray trees 

More like stone than living things 

But breath appears to come with breeze 
And with the melody she sings 

The branches clatter out the time 

An ever changing rhythm and rhyme. 


Then lo the faintest fingers of light 

Catch hold upon the eastern line 

And upward comes the crown in sight 
And then the face begins to shine 

And as he stands in bright array 

The king commands, ‘‘Let there be day!’’ 


And so the decree goes forth upon 
The face of earth for all to see— 
Slowly walks the noise of dawn 

And brings forth life, though sleepily 
And color rolls forth once again 

And sound of beast and sound of man. 


To George Bruce 


Around the granite face 
Swirl hoary fragments 
In a timeless wind; 

The gaze is fixed 

Upon the northern star 
The pilgrim’s friend. 


The face, a stony alter 

Burning bright with sacrifices 

To a Grace severe; 

In gleeful gambol 

Child or sprite 

Finds only warmth and understanding there. 


And all of these 

The face, the star, the sprite 

Are of one speech, are of one sight 

For these three radiate a common light: 
Poet, prophet, priest 

In one unite. 


Mystery 


The savor of each passing moment 
The wonder the mystery 

Is lost in past and future 

As the child is lost in years 

As though accustomed to a miracle 

‘’ understand, | know,”’ he says 

“So what? That’s nothing new,”’ 

To everything he sees and all he hears. 


But does the sunrise ever look the same? 

And do the clouds retrace their paths each day? 
Can we make the whirlwind tame? 

And does the rose have nothing left to say? 


The Sun of Righteousness arises 
upon those with eyes to see 

But the clouds still hide His mysteries 
From the wiseman and the sage 

The Whirlwind has an order 
which follows not our streets 

And the Rose in bloom says, ‘‘Look again 
there’s yet another page.”’ 


You are a Dream 


You are a dream 

And when the eye awakes 
And shakes itself 

From the graveclothes 

Of inaction 

There you are 

The eye beholds 

And cannot shut the Vision 
From beholding 

You are there 


This heart restrained— 

A madman on a chain 

It strains, it groans, it grasps 

At this Beatific Parodox 

To embrace that unembraceable 
To kiss, to guard, to worship 


Let nows be Now 
And chains dissolve 
As dancers in ordained embrace 
Return from turning round 
to face 
And smile with understanding grace. 


The Wind 


a child: 


a bird: 


| wonder where the Wind comes from, 
I’ve never seen Him pass, 

And yet | know when He is near, 

He rustles in the grass. 


The trees will clap and wave their hands 
When He touches them, 

And my hair will dance around, 

In whirls of joy with Him. 


He whistles as He goes His way, 

His tune is very strange, 

I’ve never heard the same line twice, 
It ever seems to change. 


I’d like to follow if | could, 

He leaves no footprints though, 
But | think He tries to lead me, 
When | feel Him blow. 


Can you tell me where He lives, 
And where His house is found? 
| think His house is in the sky, 
With many clouds around. 


child (to the Wind): 


O take me for a walk with You, 
To lovely lands afar; 

Take me for a walk with You, 
And tell me who You are. 


the Wind: 
| bring the rain, | bring the clouds, 
And then | bid them go. 
| carry the seeds of many flowers, 
And plant them so they grow. 


The little birds fly to and fro, 
They turn at my command; 
The mighty eagles in the sky, 
Float upon My hand. 


| move in storms across the seas, 

And whirlwinds over land, 

And when | choose to show My strength, 
There are none who can stand. 


Because you see the things | do, 
You long to follow Me, 

But | will take you in My arms, 
If you will come to Me. 


| am the breath of all that lives, 
So breathe deeply of Me, 

And | will come into your heart, 
That you might soar with Me. 


The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the 
sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh, and 
whither it goeth: so is every one that is born of the Spirit. 

(St. John 3:8) 


An Animal Saved by Grace 


| am an animal saved by grace 

By the grace which breathes its breath 
Into a mere animal 

An animal saved by grace. 


| am an animal saved by grace 
Saved by the blood upon the jaws 
Of an animal of prey 

An animal saved by grace. 


| am an animal saved by grace 
Knowing nothing of reason or speech 
| choose my meal from the table of Being 
The Being which saves an animal 
an animal saved by grace. 


To the Bridge 


We came to the bridge 
Of which we had heard: 
Now we saw 

The great stone shoulders 
With arms extended 
Hands joined— 

Friends 

Reaching to touch 

Across a chasm 
Desperately wide; 

And we too joined 

Our hands as we proceeded— 
We never spoke 

Nor looked to see 

If we were less 

Than strangers now 

As we crossed the bridge 
Together. 


Our eyes met as we passed; 
Did volumes flow between us... 
Or was it just a glance? 


Fred and Ginger 


Our cats feed 

By the fireplace 

Little lions 

Garbed in tux and gown 
Incarnations of etiquette 
Devouring flesh. 


Sometimes they race 
Up and down the halls 
Like fire trucks 

With drunken drivers. 


And when the moon is right 
They play at night. 

Once amidst the shadows 
Their ears become horns; 
They dance through the house 
In a series of forms 


And |, if stirred from slumber 

By the sound of cavalry 

Or by the crash and tinkle 

Of some article of clutter 

Which humans like to have about, 
Lift my head to look and see 

What my demons are doing tonight, 
They pause and sit 

For a moment’s contemplation 
Considering the cosmic significance 
Of all things in their order 

And meditate on my annoyance 
Like visitors at the zoo. 


No one living with a cat 

Denies the tide of lunacy 

Which ebbs and flows 

Behind the flawless furry portrait 
Immune to all emotion 

But by the widening of the eyes— 

No fly or spider may escape 

The notice of those X-ray eyes— 
Wherewith they peer continually 

Into worlds which mystics have missed. 


When the planets are aligned 

In correct configurations 

They will crawl into my lap 
Amused at what | may be reading 
And chant their soothing mantras 
To the rhythm of 

The music of those spheres 
Which only they can hear. 


For W.D. 


(Upon the reading aloud in class a portion of Newman's 
Apologia Pro Vita Sua) 


Was it the Ocean 
Crashing at the doors of your eyes? 


Before your voice began to waver 
Ihere appeared a Vision of 

That Vast Plane 

Sweeping over horizons— 

The ends of our world. 


Your speech as foam upon the crest 
Of such gigantic waves 

As battle about our boat 

By which we fear 

The Vision of that Living Water 
Ottering to us Life 

And Death 

In One pure taste: 

Ihe Hope of Dignity 

In our esteemed ship of fools. 


Did we cast ourselves 
into that amniotic wash? Or climb to higher planes 


to look down with knowing smiles? 
O yes, it was the Ocean 
Who poured upon our deck today 


A bloody revelation, 


May all our tears arise 
From such a signt, 


Hourglass 


Command the past and future, 

From the tower of the present; 
Perspective shifts, 

And time is malleable still; 

Could be a small addition, 

Changes the design of former things, 
And that tohu va bohu* is waiting yet, 
To be both formed and filled. 


* “waste and empty”’ Heb. from Gen. 1:2 


Sister Trees 


Thus sisters, trees 

In a deep forest 

Among green shadows 

Smells of humus 

And of branches 

Dissolving back 

Into endless layers 

Of rotted leaves 

From whence they first 
awoke 

Extend the slender neck 

And winged head 

Out from under 

Quilted covers 

To watch the sun go by 

Day by day 

By day 


Thus sister trees 
Wiggle slender toes 
In the damp earth 
And rejoice together 
Arms uplifted 

In every season 

The cathedral of Being 
They embrace 

The radiance 

To which 

They first awoke. 


Pelican 


If | could spread my wings 

And ride upon the ocean winds 
Resting on the heart of that 
Which moves throughout the earth 
Far above the wandering waves 
Promenading with the clouds 

In awesome bright parade 
Reeling with the planets 

And circling the sun 

| would not care 

If | were awkward 

On the ground 

Or if my beak 

Was bulbous, bulging, 
Objectionable; 

I’d only see myself 

Upon the morning mirror 

Of the waters leaping up 

To kiss my great obscenity 

And to feed me from their heart. 


Black Hole 


Into the primordial 

The whirlwind consuming 
From that great womb 
Myriad spirals 

Into the timeless 

Into the soul 

Moves the minute 
Reaching for reason 
Accretion accepting 

The particle falls 

Into infinity 

Into the hidden 

And there disappears 
Where life begets death 
For the darkness without 
Saving itself 

And though the mote melts 
It, yielding itself 

And the blood of the universe 
This it becomes one 

And one single word 


maelstrom of matter 

the column of fire 

are galaxies born 
Majestic in form 

tryst of the ages 

of the stretches of space 
the miniscule mote 
some hint of resolve. 
each offering made 

into perfect parade 

into the integer 

heart of the heavens 

to a different dimension 
and death begets life 
hides the brilliance within 
for the soul’s sacrifice 

in magnificent flame 

is sustained by the same 
bathes it and by 

with that which is nigh 
is the speech of that soul. 


Just as Well 


Perhaps it’s just as well 

The heart is locked within a cage 
No doors whereby to bring it out 
No entrance to its stage 

For it is curtained round about 
And perhaps it’s just as well. 


It is not fair to look upon: 

A convulsing bloody freak 

Desperate to maintain the norm 

Amidst a raging screaming storm 

Yet we present it in a form 

By the words we speak: 
twisting the edges of what we know 
to polish and smoothe the form we show 
we take such pains and even so... 


Surreptitious 


| opened the dictionary 
And found 

A dead fly 

Flat and dried 

Its wings in 

Asymetrical prostration 
Partially obscuring 

The definition of 

The word, 
“Surreptitious.”” 


Delayed Reaction 


It wasn’t your first glance 
That turned my thoughts 
To plasma 

Breaking bonds of absolutes 
Particle and place 
Becoming parodies 

Of my elemental definition 
Of what | thought it was 

To be “‘in love;”’ 


It was your voice 

That fused my heart 

And soul and mind 

Into One reaction 

One desire: 

To give myself to you 

In some forgotten fellowship 
Which no act could express. 


If | could break these orbits 
Of our prisons, self-imposed, 
And offer you my particles 
Of being, in a phrase 
Would then our nuclei proceed to meld 
Releasing that rare radiance 
So pent up in our hearts 

Or would you laugh 

And walk away 

And never speak 

To me again? 


Star 


Wholeness had no meaning for me 
Until | saw your face— 

My Venus and my star 

Smiling brightly 

Through the reaches 

Of a dark and empty sky; 

My heart was strange and alien 
Until our hearts embraced 

And then | understood, 

O herald of the morning 
Whose face indeed | saw 
Within that brilliance— 

As though | had awakened 
Before the dawn of day 

And running out into the dew 
Had seen you for the first time. 
The blushing glow 

Which followed you— 
Prophetic in its hue— 

Spoke of a sorrow then 

Which only day could hope to meet 
And when we joined our hands 
In joyous constellation 

The Sun arose upon that glory 
Declared among the heavens. 


Exudation 


To stand upon a dew-soft carpet of the greenest moss, 
To smell the fragrance of a flowered field, 

To watch delighted at the wheelings of a swallow, 

Or to join the orchestrated hand-clappings of the trees, 


To feel, at the falling of a leaf, exquisite loss, 

And jubilation at a thunderous peal, 

To understand rest in the face of a field left fallow, 
And work in the ceaseless surgings of the seas, 


And creation yet exudes its omnisymphonic sound, 

Directed by an unseen Hand in movements most 
profound- 

Thou art surely greater still than all Thy works declare. 


The Rider’s Touch 


Is there hope for such a fool as |? 
At times | seem to know. 

The wanderings of a maverick soul, 
Unbridled, yet in chains, 

Leave one last rider yet untried; 
Why do | struggle so? 


Canter not from Him who comes so softly; 

Whinny not whilst speakest One so true, 

Who holds the keys to strong and bloody 
weights of chains yet dangling; 

Be still and see what He will do. 


The mockings of the simple seem to vanish, 
At the peace of the Rider’s touch, 

And the joys of the day are bright shining, 
In Him whom my soul loves so much. 


FRR KK OK KR RK KK KK RK KK KR KOK OK KOK OK KOK KOK OK KOK OK KOK OK KOK OK KOK KOK 


Special thanks to: 


Kay, Louis (for illustrations), Ron, W.D., George, my 
family (both natural and by marriage), and numerous 
others, all of whom | understand to be expressions of 
God’s immeasurable goodness to me. 


“This also is Thou; neither is this Thou.” 
—attributed to Augustine 


